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And feene yf there I could haue fpied

the weepyng Biblis face.
For fure I thynke, it was the place,

wherein Narciffus dyed,
Or els the Well, to which was turnd

poore JBiblis whyle fhe cryed.
.But whether it was werynes,

with labour that I tooke,
Or Fume yat from the Spryng dyd ryfe,

wherin I late dyd looke.
Or yf it were the fweete accorde

that fyngyng Byrdes dyd keepe,
Or what it was, I knowe no whit

but I fell fail a fleepe.
I thynke the woddy Nimphes agreed

that I fhuld haue this chaunce,
And that it was theyr pleafure fo,

to Ihowe me thyngs in traunce.
Whittle I lay thus in flumbre deepe,

I myght perceyue to flande,
A Perfon clothed all in whyte,

that held a Rod in hande.
Whiche was me thought of Maffey Golde,

I knew it very weale,
For that was it, made Argos fleepe,

whyle he dyd lo fteale.
When I perceaued by his attyre,

that it was MercurL
My Hart at fyrft began to faynt,

yet at the length quoth I
Thou GoddeiTe Son, why flandfte you there

what bufmes now with thee,
What mean eft you in thy flying weed,

For to appeare to me,
And therwithall my thought I flaied,

and could no farther fpeake,
For Feare did force my fpeech to fayle-

and Courage waxed weake.